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71  T  O  bubble  of  conceit  to  blow 
*  V    In  ego  show. 
Nor  art  for  chisel  practice 
Deft  or  blunt : 

A  fragment  of  the  flux  we  know 
Of  joy  and  woe, 

Where  gleams  the  living  rainbow 
'That  we  hunt. 
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PERCEPTIONS 


THE  CHIMNEY  WIND 

DOES  the  wind  whistle  so  at  home, 
O  fellow  forlorn  and  lone  ? 

By  strange  chimney  seats  in  queer  foreign  streets, 
Does  the  wind  whistle  so  at  home  ? 

Does  the  wind  whistle  so  at  home, 

Or  is  it  a  poor  buried  moan, 

With  no  fire  to  atone  and  love  left  alone  ? 

Does  the  wind  whistle  so  at  home? 

Does  the  wind  whistle  so  at  home  ? 
Away  where  you  long  and  roam, 
The  fire  in  your  heart  is  the  hearth  apart. 
Does  the  wind  whistle  so  at  home  ? 


HER  HANDS 

HER  hands  reach  out  and  grip  my  heart, 
As  when  of  life  a  worthy  part 
They  wrought  in  toil  and  art. 

Her  hands  that  tenderly  endured, 
Wove  patterns  by  the  years  secured 
As  of  a  future  bliss  assured. 

Her  hands  so  quiet  and  so  still 
Yield  no  more  her  gracious  will, 
Or  dainty  loving  thrill. 

Her  hands  reach  out  and  grip  my  heart; 
She  left  no  hands  the  counterpart, 
No  little  hands  to  grip  my  heart. 
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LAKE  MICHIGAN 

THE  bright  lake  gleams  from  day  to  day, 
Blue  and  green  in  idle  play. 
When  the  rogue  wind  in  gleeful  rill 
Gives  distance  to  the  colour  thrill 
And  lure  of  fairy  sheens  distil 
That  well  may  mock  all  pigment  skill ; 
But  when  the  bleak  wind  blows, 
Ah,  then  the  chopping  waves  disclose 
A  very  rack  the  steel  plate  knows, 
And  rivets  weaken  in  her  throes, 
For  ocean  distance  is  not  here 
But  throttling  shore  so  direly  drear. 
O,  lake  that  shimmers  in  the  sun 
With  gentle,  placid,  summer  fun, 
What  smiting  fury  blasts  your  face 
When  bare-toothed  winter  you  embrace. 
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TO  A  PIANO 

HARK !  thro'  the  hush  of  summer  afternoon 
I  hear  the  piano's  distant  tune, 
While  the  hot  breeze  stirs  leafage 
And  wandering  scent  of  flowers'  perfume ; 
O  magic  harp  cased  in  glistening  wood, 
Whose  vibrant  charm  does  lure 
To  tone  of  rapture  understood ; 
Is  it  a  master  or  a  mistress,  pray, 
That  lulls  my  hearing  to  obey  ? 
With  heart-felt  fingers,  deftly  strong, 
Playing  a  great  bard's  song, 
Who  noted  life  in  symphony, 
And  caught  your  soul  of  sound 
In  human  utterance  profound  ? 
Or  reaching  out  in  rhapsody 
Voiced  the  divinity  and  plea 
Of  our  earth-bound  humanity  ? 
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MARK  TWAIN 

Shortly  before  falling  into  final  unconsciousness,  Mark 
Twain  called  for  his  glasses  and  read  from  his  favourite  book, 
Carlyle's  "French  Revolution." 

THE  Master  "asked  for  glasses  "— 
Knowing  well  he  was  to  peer 
Into  the  vast  obscurity  that  passes 
All  our  insight,  yet  is  ever  near, 
And  folds  us  dim  in  growing  dread ; 
Not  for  him,  stricken  in  death  bed, 
Was  shrinking,  but  all  the  look  ahead; 
He,  Master  of  our  tongue,  did  print 
The  words  of  zest  that  shone  with  glint 
And  gleams  of  mirth  for  all  of  us, 
Bringing  years  of  glad  book-toil 
Into  our  dismal  life,  nor  e'er  did  spoil 
One  happy  laugh  or  rapture  of  the  truth 
With  low  utterance,  or  the  ruth 
And  license  of  the  word  in  vain  ; 
His  voice  and  spirit  lifted  blame 
From  Joan,  the  martyr  in  the  flame, 
And  our  hearts  will  follow  him 
And  keep  him  ever  near  us, 
While  our  eyes  will  oft  confess 
His  is  a  living  power  at  our  behest ; 
Mark  Twain,  our  man  of  music-word 
And  laughter  not  in  vain,  we  heard 
With  ours,  the  spirit  of  the  world 
Clasp  your  spirit  all  unfurled 
And  bravely  with  you  front 
The  vast  dejection,  bear  the  brunt. 
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TO  A  VIOLIN 

O  TENDER,  dulcet  violin. 
Sing  of  the  thought  within 
The  range  of  my  soul  sight, 
And  fear  not  lest  the  worldly  din 
Lessen  thy  right 
To  invocation  of  untold  delight, 
Of  fancy's  whim,  and  th'  soaring  height 
Which  thy  shrill,  splendid  note  doth  light. 


AS  IT  IS 

1  KILLED  my  love  with  another  love ; 
O  heart  of  the  days  I  slew, 
Come  and  bless  with  your  old  caress, 
And  my  waned  soul  renew. 

Give  me  the  courage  of  all  your  tears, 
You  that  were  ever  true ; 
Help  me  to  love  in  all  my  years 
Through  my  dead  love  for  you. 


WINSOME  BABY 

WINSOME  baby,  where  away 
Riding,  on  this  splendid  day, 
Smile  and  dimple  on  your  cheek 
Playing  hide  and  seek  ? 

Winsome  baby,  brighter  eyes 
Never  looked  with  wide  surprise, 
Do  you  wonder  at  us  all, 
So  big  and  strong  and  tall  ? 

Winsome  baby,  fragile,  wee, 
What  a  potent  destiny 
Fills  your  brimming  cup  of  time, 
Winsome  baby  mine ! 


THE  BIRTHDAY 

YOUR  birthday ;  now  your  years  do  smile, 
For  they  are  young,  and  aged  guile 
Ne'er  lurks  among,  with  crafty  look 
To  con  the  years  his  wrinkles  took, 
And  mirror  sorrow  you  the  while. 

Your  birthday ;  on  this  day's  delight, 
In  ardent  being,  free  from  blight, 
May  love  all  seeing  hold  you  near 
In  all  your  birthday  year,  nor  sear 
One  wound  of  stealthy  age  to  fright. 
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JIMMIE  MAIR 

OJIMMIE  MAIR,  I  long  the  day 
That  oft  I  knew  your  voice. 
In  cannie  talk  and  old  shrewd  way 
You  made  my  wit  rejoice. 

The  day  you  told  me  how  you  fell 
To  jollity  and  cups  of  Scotch, 

And  drowned  your  troubles  in  the  well 
Of  mirth,  in  all  this  botch. 

O  Jimmie  Mair,  feel  you  the  weight 
Of  bairn  and  dree  and  monie  fee, 

When  you  old  rolic  tales  relate 
Of  men  and  maids  and  glee  ? 


THE  MOTHER'S  SONG 

HPHE  mother's  song  was  brave  and  sweet, 
A  With  never  a  hint  of  fear : 
She  sang  of  things  the  child  would  greet 
In  many  a  passing  year; 
Of  things  of  grave  and  happy  weight, 
The  child  would  hold  most  dear. 

And  now  his  mother's  song  is  there, 

Singing  from  day  to  day, 

The  music  of  her  tender  prayer, 

That  fear  come  not  his  way; 

With  song  of  soul  he  braves  the  dole, 

Nor  falters  in  the  fray. 
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THE  PARTING  TOWN 

FROM  a  thousand  burnt-out  hearth  sides, 
Where  the  gods  have  crumbled  down 
And  patient  love  no  longer  bides, 
We  travel  to  the  parting  town. 

We  travel  to  the  parting  town, 
With  piteous  pleading  years, 
In  silence  blind  to  smile  and  frown, 
Inured  to  scorn  and  jeers. 

How  often  from  our  mother's  knee 
We  learned  of  sin  and  stress  ! 
And  we  have  braved  the  torture-fee 
And  yearn  for  blessed  rest. 

We  know,  alas,  the  bitter  rift 
Has  spread  through  weary  youth, 
We  weep  our  sacramental  gift, 
Our  torn  hands  plead  the  truth. 

Our  torn  hands  that  have  striven  long, 
With  quiet  love  and  safe, 
To  heal  the  wound  with  balm  of  song 
In  years  of  loveless  faith. 


We  own  the  true  and  holy  rite, 
The  contract  brave  and  sweet, 
The  yielding  of  all  vain  delight, 
The  labour  due  and  meet. 

But  this  we  hold,  as  God's  own  gold 
That  love  is  sanctity : 
That  love  alone  can  life  atone 
Unto  eternity. 


EVENING 

BRIGHT  evening,  by  soft  glow  of  lamp, 
With  curtains  drawn  and  easy  seat, 
And  neighbours  round  in  warm  retreat, 
To  talk  at  large  and  friendship  stamp 
On  common  interest  and  delight 
Of  worthy  gossip  by  daylight ; 
And  from  well-printed  books  discern 
The  larger  life  abroad,  concern 
Of  man,  and  ventures  o'er  the  world, 
While  on  the  rug  the  cat  is  curled, 
And  on  the  table,  books  away, 
The  twinkling  rapid  cards  hold  sway, 
Bright  evening,  by  soft  glow  of  lamp, 
Can  life  hold  more  than  you  descant? 
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NORAH 

NORAH,  may  your  most  dainty  self 
Be  safe  from  dark  corroding  stealth 
Of  anxious  ageing  hours. 

May  winsome  grace  with  subtle  smile 
Play  over  you  the  happy  while. 
And  guard  your  charming  powers. 
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STREET  OF  HUMANS 

STREET  of  Humans,  housed  in  brick. 
Built  so  stenching  close  and  thick, 
Pavement  reek  and  traffic  din, 
Gold  of  passion,  gold  of  sin, 
Shall  youth  and  innocence  decay 
Beneath  your  shadows  grim  and  grey? 

Street  of  Humans,  stone  on  stone, 
Laid  with  lime  of  burning  moan, 
Barter  trade  and  miser  creed, 
Clutch  of  greed,  grip  of  need, 
All  the  clutter,  filth,  and  sorrow 
Must  not  endure  in  your  to-morrow. 

Street  of  Humans,  not  this  pit 
Shall  receive  your  heart  and  wit, 
Winged  will  and  massed  thought 
Of  a  people  free  and  taught, 
Shall  redeem  your  crowded  air, 
And  make  friendship  mankind  share. 
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A  WOMAN'S  CRY 

OR  a  child  at  my  breast, 


What  would  I  not  give  ? 
All  the  great  unrest 
And  my  soul  unshrived, 
For  a  child  at  my  breast. 

For  a  child  at  my  breast, 
I  offer  the  best 
Of  my  blood  and  quest, 
At  life's  strong  behest, 
For  a  child  at  my  breast. 

For  a  child  at  my  breast, 
God  pity  the  rest, 
Who  cannot  Him  meet 
With  a  baby  sweet— 
For  a  child  at  my  breast. 


"BOBBIE"  BURNS 

COME  and  touch  my  shoulder,  "Bobbie,1 
Let  me  listen  to 

The  song  of  the  purple  highland 
You  were  wont  to  view, 
And  the  glamour  of  that  byland 
Which  your  fancy  knew, 
Where  the  red-lipped  gladding  lassie 
Waited  all  for  you. 

Come  and  touch  my  shoulder,  "Bobbie," 

Singing  boldly  free, 

With  a  lingering  heart-felt  song 

Making  for  great  glee, 

In  your  misery  righting  wrong, 

Giving  your  soul  fee 

To  a  world  so  pitiless  and  strong, 

"Bobbie,"  bless  your  dree. 
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THE  SONG 

A  MOAN  and  sobbing  sigh 
Of  restless  sorrow, 
Crept  through  the  song 
And  told  of  no  to-morrow : 
How  all  your  love  and  loves 
Would  fade  at  last 
Beyond  recall  into  the  tender  past. 


LAMENT 

FOR  it 's  O  the  gloom  and  sadness 
That  plagues  me  night  and  day, 
And  it 's  O  the  cheer  of  gladness 
That  pauses  on  the  way; 
A  sky  o'ercast  and  dark, 
Rain  and  no  voice  of  lark, 
Love  and  no  ear  to  hark, 
Care  and  no  eye  to  share ; 
For  it 's  O  the  dismal  care 
That  love  is  bound  to  wear. 


COMRADES 

WE  be  two  comrades  on  the  way, 
Swing  for  swing  we  walk 
Along  the  road  of  pleasant  talk 
Into  the  land  of  verbal  play, 
Where  elfin  fancies  stray. 

We  be  two  trudgers  in  the  dust, 
Step  for  step  we  move, 
By  slow  progress  distance  prove, 
Until  at  last  our  onward  thrust 
Lures  us  from  the  path  of  lust. 

We  be  two  lookers  at  the  sky, 
Thought  for  thought  we  see 
Vista  of  mountain  serenity, 
While  oft  in  mind  and  voice-reply 
The  soul  of  utterance  deftly  try. 
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BE  NOT  DOWNCAST 

BE  not  downcast,  winsome  lass, 
For  ne'er  a  glass  reflected 
Face  so  framed  in  beauty's  cast, 
But  now,  alas,  dejected. 

Be  not  downcast,  winsome  lass, 
Frown  not  in  manner  troubled, 

Love  shall  all  your  sorrow  pass, 
To  find  your  beauty  doubled. 


GIVE  ME  A  FLAGON 

GIVE  me  a  flagon,  deep  and  round, 
Wherein  the  brew  profound 
Will  waken  hardened  memory 
And  make  the  heart  rebound. 

Give  me  a  flagon  of  the  past, 
With  yeast  of  mother  earth, 
To  foam  in  joy  the  lusty  birth 
Of  love  and  life's  brave  cast. 

Give  me  a  flagon  deep  and  round, 
Inspiring  heart  and  brain, 
So  all  my  loves  were  born  again 
And  did  not  die  in  vain. 
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O  WITHER  NOT 

O  WITHER  not,  like  a  flower 
Stricken  in  the  unfolded  hour 
Of  radiance  and  power. 

Let  not  my  rough  foot  press, 
From  your  trampled  beauty  gain 
The  odour  of  the  stain. 

Love  reaches  to  the  tree, 
On  eager  bending  knee 
To  cut  the  blossom  free. 

But  reaches  wider  hands, 
Longing  for  love-told  bands 
As  the  ocean  to  the  lands. 

O  love  flower  of  my  life, 
Die  not  when  love  strife 
Would  know  your  fragrance  rife. 

That  yearning  hands  may  grasp, 
Your  tender  petal  clasp 
And  hold  it  to  the  last. 
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TO  THE  POET 

'""THINK  you,  O  Poet,  that  to-day 

1  Because  we  deal  in  vast  array 
Of  careful  science,  hard  display 
Of  ordered  figure,  fact  and  way, 
That  we  like  not  the  play 
Of  nimble  fancy  soaring  fast 
To  the  beauty  that  doth  last, 
Nay: 

We  love  poetry  and  its  sway, 
Touching  our  lives  and  Gods  alway 
With  joy  of  singing  words, 
The  rapture  of  our  birds 
That  peep  and  twitter,  hedge  and  field, 
And  singing  unto  thousands  yield 
The  great  opera's  glad  acclaim, 
This  is  poetry  we  can  name ; 
Day  by  day  and  week  by  week 
Sing  we  our  mind  to  blessed  sleep, 
With  vast  and  pleasant  fancies,  drowsy  charm 
Of  poetry  born  and  cherished,  'mid  alarm 
Of  bread  struggle  and  the  grasping  hand 
That  would  grasp  us,  else  our  tight  band 
Of  prudence,  foresight,  all  withstand; 
These  things,  Poet,  sing  to  us, 
Not  in  a  strain  of  antique  fuss, 
Nor  in  the  measured  line,  so  fine, 
Of  dawdling,  inefficient  rime ; 
Give  sunshine  from  the  mountains  high, 
While  we  labour  in  the  valley  nigh, 
And  tinge  with  love  and  glowing  cry 
The  sad,  brave  harmony  ever  by. 
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WHAT  WOE  BETIDE 

WHAT  woe  betide  can  stop  our  thrust, 
Who  follow  what  our  true  hearts  trust 
And  in  our  instinct-faith  abide? 

What  woe  betide  can  make  us  pause, 
Who  put  our  hands  to  our  high  cause 
And  ne'er  let  sorrow  daunt  our  pride  ? 

What  woe  betide  can  mar  our  work, 
Who  still  create  and  never  shirk 
And  care  not  who  may  wail  or  chide  ? 


AN  INVOCATION 

NOW  let  Laughter  take  your  face 
In  both  his  hands  with  gleeful  grace, 
And  kiss  the  spirit  of  rippling  mirth 
Close  on  your  lips  ere  Sorrow's  birth. 


FARE  YE  WELL 

FARE  ye  well,  my  dainty  girl, 
Smile  on  all  alike, 
Let  no  one  man  become  a  churl 
And  cover  your  bright  light. 

So  fare  ye  well,  my  dainty  girl, 

Smile  on  all  alike, 
And  hold  my  senses  in  the  whirl 

Of  your  own  sweet  delight. 


MY  DAUGHTER 

SHE  knocks  at  my  door, 
My  little  maid, 

She  takes  her  privilege  unafraid; 
She  asks  for  more 
Of  love  and  play, 
Though  I  go  idle  the  livelong  day. 


MAY 

NOW  comes  May  in  laughing  mood, 
With  tears  away  and  sun  to  stay, 
And  sheen  of  green  in  bright  display, 
Soft  to  our  feet  and  eyes  alway ; 
While  quickened  vestured  flowers  allure. 
With  colour-odour  charm  and  cure 
The  jaded  sight  and  forlorn  soul, 
That  Winter  held  in  lengthened  dole. 


CHRISTMAS 

O  CHRIST,  on  this  Your  day  of  birth, 
Whereon  to  save  You  did  appear, 
We  do  a  traffic  of  base  worth, 
And  vain  is  Christmas  cheer. 

With  gauds  of  measured  gratitude, 
The  window  holly  of  our  year, 

Looks  on  the  dismal  solitude 
Of  starving  workers  near. 

While  we,  in  organ  chant  and  rite, 
Ignore  Your  love  profound  and  dear, 

With  dollar  lust  in  Your  very  sight, 
We  dole  a  wage  of  grinding  fear. 
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RENEWAL 

DEAR,  in  this  tranquil  summer  night, 
When  cool  uplifting  breezes  blow 
Out  of  the  past  a  tender  sprite, 
May  not  love  his  oft-time  ardour  show, 
And  lead  us  back  together  hand  in  hand, 
To  meet  the  hours  not  tarnished  quite, 
To  feel  the  glow  of  that  glad  land, 
Renew  our  joy  before  the  night? 


THE  VOTIVE  CANDLE 

THE  Votive  Candle  burns, 
Placed  tall  and  straight 
For  some  great  soul  desire, 
And  now  the  light  returns, 
Kindles  a  flicker  of  the  fire 
That  is  in  doubting  age  belate. 

Ah,  me !  with  what  a  knee 

We  bend,  implore  the  ray, 

So  strong  with  promised  grace, 

So  weak  to  shadow  see, 

And  the  drip  of  life's  brief  space 

None  but  our  Saviour  can  gainsay. 
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NEXT  VALLOMBROSA 

THE  leaves  in  Vallombrosa's  vale 
Swirl  to  the  Autumn  gale, 
So  thick  and  loose  and  swale, 
They  do  the  wanton  wind  regale, 
In  Vallombrosa's  vale. 

What  think  you  of  a  classic  turn — 
Where  poesy  does  prevail  ? 
When  men  do  ne'er  again  return, 
The  frost  of  ending  burn 
All  that  they  would  entail  ? 

What  think  you  of  the  olden  rue  ? 
Ah,  me !  the  great  and  small  to  see, 
In  desperate  prayer  to  sue, 
When  death  is  fair  in  view, 
Maybe  the  leaves  are  all  of  fee. 

The  leaves  in  Vallombrosa's  vale 
Swirl  to  the  Autumn  gale, 
So  thick  and  loose  and  swale, 
They  do  the  wanton  wind  regale, 
In  Vallombrosa's  vale. 
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SHADOWS  ON  THE  GRASS 

SHADOWS  on  the  grass, 
The  wistful  gracious  song 
Hearkens  my  vague  alas, 
As  I  pass  along. 

Shadows  on  the  grass, 
Deep  rest  on  one  side, 

Memories  that  harass, 
Hope  that  will  abide. 

Shadows  on  the  grass, 

Where  is  the  sweet  voice  now  ? 
In  flute  and  reed  and  mass 

Our  short  life's  empty  vow. 


AGATHE 

A  GATHE  had  not  kissed  before, 
/V     Spite  of  her  twenty  summers, 
She  had  repulsed  them  as  of  yore ; 
All  maidens  scorn  the  mummers 

Who,  light  of  lip  and  shackle  free, 

Delight  to  kiss  virginity, 
With  no  more  conscience  than  the  bee 

Lights  to  his  fulfilling  glee. 

And  yet  Agathe's  lips  are  fresh, 
As  curving  pure  and  luring, 

As  perchance  before  the  mesh 
Of  life  and  love  securing. 

Agathe  had  not  kissed  before, 
Spite  of  her  twenty  summers, 

She  had  repulsed  them  as  of  yore; 
All  maidens  scorn  the  mummers. 


37 


APRIL 

APRIL !  thou  tear-month  of  new  joy, 
When  the  land  frost  is  broken, 
And  over  seed  and  sod  the  call 
Of  green  delight  is  spoken, 
When  Winter  shackles  in  wild  flow 
Unto  the  prisoned  earth  bestow 
The  drink  of  growing  token  ; 
April !  Winter's  sword  is  broken, 
The  breeze  blows  from  the  perfumed  south 
Into  your  very  ears  and  mouth 
And  heart,  with  harvest  glory, 
Growing  the  glad  seed  story 
Of  man  content  and  storing ; 
April !  your  promise  is  now  soaring. 


MY  LADY  OF  HYPNOS 

YOU  held  my  hand, 
Close  laced  in  thrill  and  touch 
Within  your  tender  grasp, 
Your  sweet  suggestive  clasp, 
And  sent  your  will  into  my  own  o'er  much, 
Until  your  purpose-band 
Had  wound  around,  around, 
And  benediction  of  my  purpose  found ; 
In  your  dear  fingers  cool  and  soft 
I  felt  your  eyes  and  heart,  and  oft 
Our  senses  mingled  in  bright  whirl 
And  found  a  perfect  love  and  swirl 
Of  slowly  fusing  creeping  sleep, 
With  dream  of  joy  which  cannot  weep; 
You  sent  yourself  in  finger- stroke, 
And  bound  me  close  beyond  revoke. 
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REGRET 

T  HAVE  known 
1    In  this  long  turmoil, 
What  all  the  dead  alone 
Have  felt  of  helpless  dread, 
When  the  clods  from  overhead 
Their  desperate  hope  did  spoil. 

I  was  idly  young, 
The  sanity  of  honest  work 
And  zest  of  laboured  task 
Were  all  to  me  unsung, 
And  you  with  sorrow  wrung, 
Patient  with  my  life  shirk. 

In  the  years 

You  fended  for  my  soul, 
When  I  with  sin  and  fears 
Gave  you  distress  and  tears, 
You  paid  a  cruel  dole, 
And  I  the  stone  would  roll. 

The  time  is  here, 
When  vast  regret  doth  haunt, 
And  ancient  want  is  drear, 
I  long  death's  quiet  bed 
And  peace  of  worry  fled 
With  the  love  that  I  did  flaunt. 
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INGERSOLL 

MIGHT  of  manhood  right, 
Thinking  out  of  the  night, 
Luring  us  from  the  blight 
Of  creed  and  blinded  sight. 

O  what  it  was  to  sense 
And  hear  your  oboe  voice, 
In  crisp,  terse  poetry 
Charm  our  prose  to  rejoice. 

That  our  dull  tongue  at  last 
Had  given  music-sound, 
And  close  to  honour  fast 
Had  clung  to  fancy  found. 

Not  of  the  dead  past  strife, 
But  of  the  glad  day  living, 
Was  your  long  voicing  life, 
And  eloquent  brave  giving. 


THE  FRAY 

SAID  the  Person : 
"Oh,  the  things  that  I  would  say, 
That  I  should  say, 
Would  send  my  soul 
Far  on  the  primrose  way." 

Said  the  World : 
"You  follow  your  bent, 
Speak  of  things  long  pent, 
You  take  your  fling — 
And  you  shall  feel  my  sting." 

Said  the  Soul : 
"O  child  of  clay, 
Wherein  I  live  this  day, 
Speak  of  your  longings,  pray, 
And  never  fear  the  fray." 
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THE  BEASTS  OF  THE  FIELD 

IN  what  idle  seeming  now  to  strive, 
With  open  kindly  breath  to  walk 
Abroad  among  the  lesser  kin 
Would  be  the  very  blessed  shrive 
Of  peace  and  lack  of  sin ; 
For  quiet  sturdy  looking  to, 
And  strength  that  ne'er  doth  balk, 
Is  the  merit  of  the  greater  few, 
Who  know  not  how  to  talk 
In  babble  of  our  human  kind ; 
They  bear  our  burden,  mind  our  mind, 
In  quiet  terror  our  death  find 
The  end  of  service,  and  the  grind 
Of  honest  fate,  after  their  kind. 
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THANKSGIVING 

1  THANK  you,  my  Quickener, 
For  the  look  my  eye  may  cast 
Over  men  and  monuments, 
The  striving  of  the  past, 
The  struggle  that  doth  last. 

I  thank  you  for  wide  skies 

Hidden  with  deft  surprise 

By  coloured  vapour  of  the  wind's  devise, 

That  the  stark  sun  may  tint  and  run 

And  peep  again  o'er  land  serene  and  dun. 

I  thank  you  for  the  pulse  of  courage, 
That  doth  live  in  me  through  years, 
Braving  my  soul  against  wayward  fears, 
That  still  may  view  the  unquiet  earth 
And  from  the  present  know  its  lasting  worth. 
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THE  LOG  GLOW 

TWO  smouldering  logs  upon  the  fire, 
A  quiet  genial  room  : 
After  the  havoc  these  acquire 
A  charming  aged  bloom. 

And  while  I  sit  alone  and  bask, 
Where  you,  my  wife,  did  sit, 

I  do  not  flinch  nor  need  to  ask 
The  portent  of  death's  writ. 


LONGING 

I  SIT  facing  the  place 
I  fain  would  abide  in, 
And  stand  looking  the  way 
That  my  longing  desires ; 
The  land  I  can  ne'er  reside  in, 
The  will-o'-the-wisp  chase 
That  my  heart  aspires. 
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DIRE  STRAITS 

IT  is  not  higher  than  the  flood, 
This  thing  we  all  abhor, 
It  is  not  thicker  than  the  blood, 
Nor  do  we  dread  the  score. 

So  here  we  steer,  brave  and  clear, 
With  no  fear  on  the  course, 

Spite  of  rocks  that  grind  and  sear, 
We  only  feel  the  source 

Of  courage  and  the  steady  hand, 

Brain  set,  cool  and  true, 
That  brings  us  through  by  sea  or  land, 

And  home  to  love  and  you. 

It  is  not  higher  than  the  flood, 

This  thing  we  all  abhor, 
It  is  not  thicker  than  the  blood, 

Nor  do  we  dread  the  score. 


A  STAY-AT-HOME 

WHO  would  be  a  stay-at-home 
When  the  fields  are  made  to  roam, 
Who  would  be  a  stay-at-home? 
None,  but  an  olden  crone ; 
What  matters  whether  stone 
Sink  all  alone 
In  the  ocean  of  our  moan 
Who  would  be  a  stay-at-home? 


THE  OCEAN  MAN 

DEEP-sea  sailing, 
The  great  salt  rime : 
Give  me  surges  flaying 
My  ship  and  mine. 

Give  me  the  whelming  wave, 

Iron  twisting  roll, 
That  like  a  fiend  doth  rave 

Around  my  sturdy  soul. 

Give  me  the  sail  blowing, 

Urge  of  ship  and  compass  right, 
With  an  all  eager  knowing 

Of  waiting  land  delight. 

Deep-sea  going, 

And  the  careful  bay, 
Wending  to  wharf  slowing, 

And  cargo  home  alway. 
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PERCEPTION 

I  SEE  the  leaves  fall 
And  I  am  blind, 
Troubled  with  the  call 
Of  humankind. 

I  see  the  trees  stand 

In  Winter  sleep, 
Flowers  in  deep  frost 

While  snow  drifts  heap. 

I  see  the  rain  blur 
The  softened  mould, 

And  wet  the  sleeping  seed 
With  vigour  bold. 

I  see  the  blossom, 
The  harvest  wave, 

Man  growing  his  food, 
With  hope  to  save. 

I  see  the  leaves  fall 

And  I  am  blind, 
Troubled  with  the  call 

Of  humankind. 
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